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In Delhi's streets by the pale moonlight. "My captain it seems hath a pretty taste. 'Tis pity such lovely goods to waste
By hanging on a tree. Yet justice demands some share of delight Should fall to thy monarch's lot.    To night
Thou wilt bring the girl to me." He stroked his beard and laughed again. Then, turning, he shook his bridle rein, And sped with his troop across the plain,
I looked around.   A blood-red ball
The sun hung over the city wall,
And the lurid tint lay on all the land,
The fields and trees and river sand.
The sky was dark with the crimson flood,
And the air I breathed was thick with blood.
For at my heart was a murderous wrath
Which surged from my eyes in frenzy forth,
And the universal welkin dyed
With the scarlet hue of death's sanguine tide.
Like a drunken man I staggered and rolled, But the maiden her sense regained*
She hid her hair in the turban's fold, And when the sunlight waned,
She led me through the clamorous camp
To my tent beside the city's ramp,
And there on the floor of the goatskin tent,
I gave to my murderous madness vent*
I clenched my hands and gnawed my beard,